CHAPTER Vffl

AN APOSTLE OF THE NUDE

it been Otto Mociusko's custom to swear, he would
used a volley of the spiciest expletives and still
have failed to express the full measure of his disgust, as
ke replaced the telephone receiver in his office at the
Nw Arf Theatre. Long since, however, Otto had
discarded lurid language, not on moral, but on philo-
sophical grounds, because he found it brought him no
relief when throttling the annoyances that seemed to
ktttt to be the main constituents of his existence. With
^ expressive shrug he obeyed the telephonic summons
^Hch, as he expected, was from his employer, Boris
Vronsky, the impresario and lessee of the New Arf
Theatre* For the ninth time that day Otto hastened to
Vronsk/s private office. He noted that it was already
three o'clock and determined, in future to bring a packet
of belegter Brodchen? and abandon the idea of returning
home for his principal meal until the new item, The
Fountain of Bacchus, was cast, rehearsed and produced*
& was the same old story. Whenever Vronsky gave
birth to a new number his business manager was as
harassed and bullied as though he were an incompetent
whose bungling was about to destroy the

As soon as Mociusko entered the impresario's office
sky set up a quick-fire bombardment of questions
as to expenses and contracts, to which Otto, armed with
costing-ledgers, budgets, and estimates, was able to give
replies that satisfied even his pernickety chief.   Bidding
the business manager wait, Vronsky next dictated a few
1The German equivalent of sandwiches.
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